
The Tr age die of Richard D. of 

War. A Way, away, once more fweet Lord? farewell. 

Exeunt Grams * 

Alar tnes, and then enter Richard at one dore 9 
and Cliff ird at an other* 

Rich. A Clifford a QffoYtL 
Clif. A Richard a Richard. 

Rich Now Clifford^ for Torl\c and young Ratlands 
This thirftie fword that longs to drinkethy bloud, 

Shall loppe chy hmbe$ 5 and fiice thy curfed heart, 

For to reuenge die murtners thou haft made, 

Clif Now Richard . 1 am with- thee here alone. 

This is thchand that flabd thy father Torke, ' - 
And rfiis the hand chat flew thy brother Rutland: 

And beer’* the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And chceres thefe hands that flew thy fire and brother, 

To execute the jikc vpon thy felfe. 

And fo liaue at thee, 

tAiarm esjt hey fight , and then enters Warwick 'f andreftues 
Richard, and then Exeunt omnes. ^Atarrms 
flill 3 an& then enter Henne Joins . 

T len. Oh gratious God of heaueri looke downe on vs. 
And fet fomeendes to thefe inceilant griefes, 

;Howlikea mafljeffefliip vpon the Seas, 

This wofull battaile dodTcoutinuc flill: 

Now leaning this way, no vv to that fide driuc, 

And none doth know to whomethe day will fall, i ; 

O would my death might flay thefe cruel! iarretf 
Would Iliad ncuerraigndejnor nere bin king, 
argret and Clifford ,chide me from die field, ' 

Swearing they had bed fucceflc when I was thences 
Would GQd chat I were dcad 3 fo aft were well. 

Or would my crowne fuffice, I were concent. 

To yecJd it diem and liue a priuate life. 

Enter a Sonlditr with a dead man in his or me s* 

Soul % \\\ blovves the wind that profit* no bodie, 

This man that I haue flaine in fight to day 
May be poffcfled of fome ffore of Crownes, 

And 


• Torke, and Heme the fixt. c 
& mil will fearch to firidetHemifl tan,- 

Oh pardon God, ljcnew not what 1 did, 

I'SoJ. Lie tfrdre’thou that : foughtft with me Co ftoutlj . 
Now let me fee what ftetc of gold thou hafi, 

But flay, me thinkes this is no famous hf’ 

OhtJOjit is my Sonne that 
O mon'lrous times, begetting fuch euents, 

How crueHibloodie,and lK^ous, 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget 
Poore boy thy father gaue the life to late, 

Whilff Lions warre,and battailc for their den , 

Poore Lambs do feel.c the rigour of their wraths. 

The Red rofe and the Whight are on his face. 

The fatall colours of our firming houfes, 

Wyther one Rofe, and let the other flouriftv 
For if you ftriuctcn thoufand lines nu.ft P' n{h . 

i .Soul. How will my Mother for my fathers death, 

Take on with me, and nere be fatisnde? 

2. Soul. How will my wife for flaughter of her tonne, 
Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide? 

King. How will the people now mifdeeme their Ktn 0 . 

Oh would my death their mindcs could fatisfic. 

j .Soul. Was cuer fonne to mde.his fathers blood to pill. 
%.SouL Was eucr father fo vnnaturall his tonne tQ kill. 

King. Was cuer King thus grecud and vexed Ah.u 
j Soul, lie beare thee hence from thisaccurfed place; 

For woe is me to fee rhy fathers face. 

Exjt with his father. 

2 £ohI. lie bears thee hence, and letthem fight that will, 

D3. For 




